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three-decker, which had attacked her on the other bow. Two
hundred of the Vengeurs crew were rescued naked from the water,
while others who had fortified their patriotism with liquor
became a legend, and went down with her singing snatches of the
" Marseillaise."

Everywhere the story was the same. The French had a slight
numerical superiority in ships and a substantial one in guns and
men: 20,000 to 17,000 sailors.1 But though they fought bravely
they were no match in seamanship and gunnery for their assailants.
After some hours, Villaret Joyeuse, who, though recently only a
lieutenant, handled his command with skill, withdrew his fleet and
escaped to the north-west. Howe, almost carried by hi$ officers
from the quarter-deck, was too exhausted to pursue. Seven dis-
masted French battleships remained in his possession, one of which
sank before she could be brought to port. " We have conquered the
rascals! " wrote eleven-year-old Midshipman Parker to his mother.

Nearly a fortnight after the battle the Admiral returned to
Portsmouth with his prizes. Their decks were ploughed up with
shot, and the wounded, many of them hob-nailed peasants, still
lay in heaps where they had fallen. But the decks of the British
men-of-^ar were scoured and spotless, the brass was shining and
the crews alert at their stations. The aristocrats of the ocean had
returned with their wonted glory. Their pleasure at their achieve-
ment was undimmed, for in the joy of the battle they had quite for-
gotten the object for which they had sailed: the French, Captain
Collingwood told his friends, had been sent out with the express
purpose of destroying them. The King went down to receive the
victors, and every window in town was illuminated or smashed by
the patriot mob. But Villaret Joyeuse brought back something more
precious to his country than glory. On the day after Howe's return
the grain fleet entered Brest. At the eleventh hour famine was
averted.

Britain had lost her last chance of victory before the swelling
military strength of France became too great to contain. While
Howe was allowing the French battle fleet to lure him from the
convoy's track the Emperor of Austria was leaving Flanders for
Vienna. For far in the east the Poles, daring the impossible, had
risen against their oppressors and driven them out of Warsaw. Once
1 Among the British sailors was the 6gth Regiment of Foot.